The Death of Josephine
buzz and pleasant hum of court, reviews, pageants, all
the activity and splendor of the Consulate. Tyranny had
come back without the compensating progress and
glamour; and Sloth in the person of a fat Bourbon sat in
the Palace of the Tuileries, After all, it might be better
to have a little man, also stout but with a brisk tread, vi-
brant voice, and commanding eye, putting up monuments,
marshaling battalions, superintending roads, and issuing
bulletins all over the place. These were the memories
left with many; and they knew not of the gibbering
specters.
These pictures and memories quite accorded with the
plans in his head. On Ash Wednesday, therefore, he lost at
reversi to Madame Mere and Pauline. Obviously his mind
was not on the game, and, midway in a count, he threw
down his cards and beckoned to his mother to follow him
to the terrace where they might be out of ear-shot of
allied spies.
Outside, Letizia thought she could smell the spring-
time fragrance of Corsica wafted over the intervening
waters. But her son was not looking at Corsica. He made
a swift gesture toward the north instead.
"The die is cast, signora," he said simply, but with a
note of excited eagerness that did not escape her. "I sail
to-morrow with the Guard."
Had there been any observers there, they would have
at once been struck with the resemblance of son to mother,
not in feature but in sweeping vision, the eagle's look,
which no specters could ever quite dim. And now she too
gazed toward the north, drawing herself up proudly in
the moonlight. When she at last spoke, her advice was not
what once it had been when she had tried to dissuade him
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